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This came as a quick(er) thing, inspired by tales of old- 
fashioned candy making. | figured it'd fit with "Golden Sun", 
given its setting. 


So now we've got Ivan mulling over things, because of a 
distant memory of sweets he had- 


Lucky Candy 


All had come unexpectedly, like a burst of radiant, 
otherworldly might. 


Their band of Adepts ventured on, seeking a means to an 
end. Isaac and Garet stumbled upon it by chance years ago; 
While they hadn't anticipated such things, their elders 
urged them forth. They claimed it was their duty alone, for 
their power willed it. As such, all were tasked with 
preventing Alchemy's new release. 


Though they sought out Weyard's lighthouses, other issues 
plagued them. Their travels had been harsh on occasion, 
with all manner of beasts to fight. What reprieve came 
through one another, bound by their obligation. They grew 
to know about one another, intrigued by their given ways. 


Garet was the most open about his ambitions, driving him 
forth. It seemed simple enough, in that he wanted to restore 
justice. Though Isaac usually had little to add, all knew he 
agreed with his companion. They could see such conviction 
in his eyes, burning forth as he fought and trained on. 


Mia understood them well, causing her to leave her home 
beforehand. Justice motivated her in turn, for she hated to 
see suffering. It was what had inspired her to hone her own 
Skills. With that in the open, that only left Ivan to learn 
about. Though he agreed with their desires, something felt 
off. 


For all his power, none could reach Ivan in the same way. 
However, it didn't stem from malice, but rather 
apprehension. Isaac told Mia about it earlier, as he 
understood Ivan's troubles the best. They were cut of the 


same cloth, bound to secrecy due to their uncanny might. 
She agreed with Isaac, trying to consider Ivan's perspective 
as they pressed on. 


Despite their lengthy travels, she still knew little about him. 
It dug into her psyche in a way Mia didn't quite know. He 
hadn't been cruel to her, but only stoked her interest further. 
She tried to imagine his circumstances, different as they 
were from her own. Imil's scope subjected its people to 
torrents of snow, oftentimes sudden and severe. 


To survive in its lands, the people had to band together, 
offering themselves to whoever needed aid. Mia believed all 
people were capable of such things, their innate nature kind. 
She'd seen it witht Isaac and Garet, who'd welcomed her 
openly. Their village seemed to share the sentiment that Imil 
did. 


However, Ivan bucked the trend, opting to keep to himself. 
She knew it wrong to pry, but Mia couldn't help herself. A 
sense of restraint lay upon him, distancing him from their 
gruop. It suggested a deeper longing, one she wondered 
about. The thought ran within her, even as their party 
stopped in a bustling town. 


Thought not glamorous, it suited their needs well enough. 
Once they'd healed, Isaac and Garet went to get their 
weapons sharpened. As they did so, Mia distracted herself 
with the local shops. The town had an expansive market, 
much to her surprise. However, she couldn't complain, as 
she liked to sift through such wares. 


Of all the shops, she paused at one, not daring to enter. It 
seemed built of luxury itself, its stone facade polished until 
gleaming. The shop boasted all manner of imported items, 
the finest from Weyard's reaches. She looked inside its 


window, oblivious to Ivan's arrival. He'd also wandered 
about town, full of a hidden longing. 


He saw Mia standing by, enthralled by the shop's wares. 
Such luxury was more familiar to him. When he went to 
survey them, a particular item caught his attention. Ivan 
gazed at it, imagining its feel against his skin. His breath 
was soft then, his lips slightly parted. Mia pulled back 
Slightly, only to see him there. 


Time's passage seemed slow then, given what had been 
earlier. Isaac and Garet took their sweet time with their 
work; Since they hadn't returned yet, Mia took the time to 
study Ivan. Even he seemed enthralled by the shop's wares, 
as stunning as they were. She wasn't sure what he desired, 
that question still pulling at her mind. 


"So, what do you want, Ivan?" Mia asked him, to his surprise. 
Ivan peered at her, his eyes seemingly boring through her 
own. It was as intense as it'd been when they first met. 
However, it held no malice nor confusion. Their gleam spoke 
of a different longing, one much simpler. 


As lvan questioned telling her about it, she kept speaking. 
Mia asked what suited his fancy, be it weaponry or special 
items. Of them, one thing continued to gnaw at him. He 
nodded to her, pointing back at the shop window. She 
peeked in, gazing at its assorted wares. "| want candy-" Ivan 
admitted softly, his eyes still gleaming. 


Mia froze, her hands now against the window's glass. It 
seemed like such a simple request to her. She glanced at 
him, silently questioning why he hesitated to admit it. Even 
without his Psychic might, Ivan knew she was puzzled. A 
pang of shame rose within him, thinking it a selfish desire. 
As she spoke again, he tried to force the notion down. 


"You wouldn't understand," Ivan replied softly. "I know they'd 
have some, but not like | know from Kalay-" He paused, 
thinking back to his adopted family. Lord and Lady Hammet 
had meant well sending him into the wider world; They 
knew his destiny lay elsewhere, outside of their life of luxury. 


He couldn't blame them for how he felt. Ivan knew the risk 
at hand when he banded with Isaac and Garret. However, he 
wasn't prepared for the longing he'd feel once gone. The 
farther they all travelled, the more home beckoned to them. 
He knew the others felt as he did sometimes. They'd spoken 
of it before, when discussing their past lives. 


Even so, Ivan wanted that particular luxury, one from his 
very home. Though simple, it remained out of reach so far 
away. He peered back at Mia, who just nodded quietly. 
Though still confused, she'd gotten the general idea. Ivan's 
life had been so different than theirs that it must've startled 
him. While he'd kept strong, that longing rested within him. 


"But, it's nothing-" Ivan said before she cut him off. Mia 
reached for his hand, drawing them close. Her innate 
healing ability flowed through her, putting him at ease. He 
asked if she meant to do so, causing her shake her head 
coyly. She rose her free hand up, its pointer finger at her 
lips. He understood, falling silent then. 


Other folk wouldn't understand their "hidden" might then, 
confusing them as well. As Ivan nodded back, she smiled at 
him. "I'm glad that you told me, though," Mia replied, their 
hands still together. "Don't feel like you need to hide, Ivan. 
We can tell each other everything, you know!" 


As he nodded to her, they heard heavy footsteps approach 
them. Isaac and Garet had returned, their faces joyful. Mia 
asked them if their sword honing was successful before she 


paused. Garet now held a cloth sling, draped against itself. 
"Hey, lvan, help me out here!" he called to the other youth. 
Ivan walked to him, lifting up the cloth before stepping back. 


His expression was one of shock. "Ya wouldn't believe it!" 
Garret exclaimed, holding up his haul. "We got stuck helping 
this farmer out, and he gave us these in return!" In his grasp 
lay numerous Apples and Hard Nuts, the former gleaming 
like rubies. Isaac caught up to them, stunned by his own 
bounty. He couldn't speak, dead set on protecting the honey 
jars he held. 


Mia asked what they were going to do with them. "That's the 
best part!" Garet shouted with glee. "Whatever we can't 
take, the Innkeeper's wife will! The guy said she can make 
lots of things with 'em! Pies, tarts, candy-" Ivan's eyes lit up 
with intrigue, his gaze set on Garet. Mia noticed it, nodding 
to herself. "Come on, let's go! I'm beat!" 


Once at the town's Inn, Isaac and Garet led the way, carting 
their grand haul. As Ivan held the door, Mia trailed behind 
them. She was curious to what treats the Innkeeper's wife 
could make; She also had a desire for sweets, though not as 
strong as Ivan's. More to the point, she hoped that the 
farmer hadn't lied to Isaac and Garet. 


It'd more a hassle to them otherwise. Having reached the 
kitchen, Ivan called out for any staff. Within moments, an 
elder woman appeared, her expression joyful. She peered at 
Isaac and Garet, and then to their haul. "Robert sent you, 
didn't he?" she asked them, to which they nodded back. "I 
figured, since he's lousy with fruit this year. No matter, set 
‘em down!" 


They followed suit, only for the woman to draw close to Mia. 
"Now you boys get some rest," she suggested. "I know Rob, 
he loves workin' youngsters down! Says it's good for their 
character-" Isaac and Garet nodded again, considering their 
day's work. It'd be good to sleep a bit, wash up and return 
downstairs. 


They soon departed, leaving Ivan and Mia with the elder 
woman. "As for you," she called to the latter. "Well, me and 
Rob aren't that much different. How's about you help me 
out? You can keep some of the sweets we make!" Mia 
nodded obediently, leading Ivan to approach the elder. He 
asked her if he could be of any use, to which she beamed. 


"Of course you can," she exclaimed, grasping her hands. 
"The more, the merrier! Come on, let's get these guys ready- 
" With that, they began to prepare the Apples and Hard 
Nuts. As they peeled and cracked them, Ivan and Mia 
learned more about the elder. She was named Alma, and 
owned the Inn alongside her husband, Daniel. 


While he managed the guests and finances, she focused on 
the kitchen's work. Alma loved to cook, always looking into 
new recipes and methods. When Ivan and Mia were done, 
they watched her prep her dishes. She'd make a rich apple 
pie to go with her nearly finished roast. The nuts could be 
eaten raw, roasted or ground into a butter. 


In the meantime, Alma also wanted to start some candy. It'd 
take longer to do, as she'd have to cook down the apples. 
Once some were sliced, she put them to boil for the moment. 
Mia was asked to watch them while Ivan aided her. The roast 
was done, now sitting in the oven to cool. When it was 
deemed ready, Ivan took it out and set it down. 


As he got out some plates, Alma started her pie. She got out 
a premade crust, baked to ensure it remained crisp. Within 
moments, she'd mixed apple slices with tart cider, as well as 
some exotic spices. She set in the crust, topping it with a 
honeyed crumb mixture. Alma put it back in the oven, its 
residual heat cooking it evenly. 


Mia called to her, saying the apples had simmered down. 
Alma raced to her side, prying Ivan away from the oven's 
door. "That ain't much," she advised him, directing his gaze 
elsewhere. "Besides, candy's the real deal! Least, far as | 
care!" Alma laughed to herself, leaving Ivan to remain 
puzzled. He glanced at Mia's pot, now bearing a golden 
mush. 


Before he could ask, Alma turned off the heat and skimmed 
the pot's contents. What remained was a thick sort of apple 
juice. "If candy's what you're wantin'," she called to Ivan. 
"You're right at home!" He glanced down, still unsure of 
himself. However, he felt Alma's passion and skill around 
him. It invited him so, just as his party had ages ago. 


Now assured, Ivan met her gaze as she stirred the pot. Mia 
watched on curiously, unsure of what she'd do. Without 
another word, Alma got out something unknown to them. 
She said it was gelatin powder, tossing it into the pot. As it 
mixed with the juice, she put in some water, sugar and 
spiced orange rind. All was stirred up, thickening the 
mixture. 


"Come on, toss in some nuts!" Alma called to the pair. Ivan 
and Mia followed suit, retrieving those they'd prepared 
earlier. Alma allowed them to stir them in, watching the fruit 
of their labors. Both were captivated by the process, as 
they'd never made candy before. For Ivan, it was a strange 
sort of luxury. 


He couldn't believe he'd helped make something so 
enticing. Though it was different from the candy he knew, it 
thrilled him so. Mia peered at him, glad to see him in such 
spirits again. Once the mixture was ready, Alma poured it 
into a sheet pan, leaving it to cool. Afterwards, she and the 
duo continued to get dinner ready for the inn's guests. 


When evening came, Isaac and Garet returned downstairs. 
Dinner called to them, drawing the pair to the dining room. 
There on the broad table lay a browned roast, alongside 
vegetables from the garden. Sliced bread accompanied 
them, served alongside honey and salt. But most of all was 
the farmer's bounty, intriguing them so. 


There were bowls of cracked nuts, apple pie, and stewed 
apples then; They enticed them enough, but both sensed 
something else was afoot. They could tell from Ivan's eager 
gaze, his eyes gleaming. It was just like when they first met, 
with a secret on his mind. Despite their curiosity, Alma 
called all the guests to dinner, saying it'd get cold. 


Isaac and Garet followed suit, serving themselves without 
complaint. lvan and Mia had done so earlier, still picking at 
their food. Both were in good spirits, their weary joy clear. As 
all ate dinner, Mia spoke of helping Alma with their meal. 
The boys nodded in approval, glad for her efforts. It'd been 
an excellent cap to their busy day. 


However, one other treat lay on the horizon. As all finished 
their meal, Alma approached their table with her pan. She'd 
sliced the candy, coating it with cornstarch so it wouldn't 
stick. While she set it down, Ivan gazed at it in awe. There 
lay the efforts of his and Mia's day, glistening forth. The 


candy looked almost too beautiful to eat, standing like the 
purest gold. 


Alma offered some to all, of which some eagerly grabbed it. 
Ivan continued to study it, thinking to his homeland. Though 
he still missed it, it remained distant for him. It seemed so 
out of reach, far from his new life. He was glad for such 
opportunity, happy to have met his friends. Strange as it 
was, he'd grown appreciative of their little journey. 


It offered him perspective on his life, what he'd known so far. 
Though he longed for his family, Ivan knew more was afoot. 
He couldn't sneak around, keeping himself from his 
obligations. The time had passed for that, as it had for their 
group. They couldn't go about things like children, for 
Weyard depended on them. 


None of them had all the answers, but it didn't matter. So 
long as they could go at it maturely, they'd be safe. They'd 
been protected against the elements that way. Ivan peered 
at Mia, then to Isaac and Garet. They'd taken some candy, 
delighting in its earthy sweetness. He knew they couldn't 
sense his thoughts, as he could to them. 


However, he opted not to read their minds then. It wouldn't 
do any good with what they wanted of him. Ivan nodded to 
himself, shutting his eyes for a moment. When he opened 
them, all remained as he anticipated. His companions and 
the other guests sat about, enjoying each other's company. 
They were in jovial spirits, discussing all matter of things. 


Soon enough, the conversation turned to their day for his 
group. As Garet detailed his ordeal at the farm, Ivan ate 
some of the candy. It wasn't quite like his favorite in Kalay, 
but it felt better somehow. It was infused with his own spirit, 


that of camaraderie and hard work. That alone comforted 
him from within, the candy's sweetness aiding it along. 


When their party's attention turned to him, Isaac paused for 
a moment. He studied Ivan's face, wondering if he should 
back off. Before he could stop Garet from chiming in, Ivan 
spoke in turn. "It's fine, guys," he replied, to their surprise. 
"I'm glad that you asked. It's been busy too, but | had fun!" 
Across the way, Alma beamed with pride, smiling to herself. 


"You know, this came up because of me," Ivan said as Mia 
gazed at him. "I wanted candy, like what was in Kalay. Then 
you brought us your apples, and we got stuck with Alma!" 
The elder woman peered at him, laughing happily. Likewise, 
Mia tittered to herself, glad his shell had broken in part. 
"Anyway, we made all of these alongside her!" 


Some of the guests' attention turned to Alma, thanking her 
with pride. "But back to that candy," Ivan pressed on. "I was 
thinking of those dipped fruits in Kalay; Lord Hammet 
treated me with it after my work." He smiled to himself, glad 
for such memories. As he spoke further of his past, Mia 
nodded once more. 


His veil of secrecy had faded, all because of some apple 
candy. She wouldn't have believed it herself, much like 
many things recently. However, Mia couldn't pry, for it'd 
finally brought Ivan closer to them. She watched as their 
party and companions listened to him with intrigue. It'd 
been the best thing she'd gotten from her day, its sweetness 
rich. 


